THE   SUMMER   OF   THE    CONSULATE
Citizens, the Revolution is confined to  the principles
which commenced it.    It is finished/
To sum up in a popular maxim that characterized those
halcyon days of the Consulate, the stage-coach could
travel without a guard. But where were the phantoms
of Camille, Jean-Paul, Maximilian, and George-Jacques?
What of The Word of the Palais Royal?
Napoleon, however, wished to make doubly sure of
Ney's attachment, and invited the help of Josephine. It
should be comparatively easy, thought the Creole, who,
having already given Napoleon reason enough to divorce
her, but still keeping him at her feet, knew that an
inflexible bearing on the battlefield might easily turn to
weakness in the boudoir. Medals and flattery were all
very well, but as Madame Bonaparte, wife of the First
Consul, she was aware of a more subtle persuasion.
In keeping with the almost regal dignity that justified
the social value of her husband's sword, she was attended
by an unofficial suite of young women who beautified
her dinners and receptions. Josephine passed the trained
eye of a spoilt mistress over this assembly, and at last
decided that a tall good-looking girl, with dark colouring
and the light spirit of twenty summers, would succeed
in tranquillizing Ney; and this where the expert opposi-
tion of half a hundred European generals, and the frozen
depths of a Russian winter, should prove ineffectual.
The name of Madame Bonaparte's choice was Aglae
Louise Auguie, whose father and mother had graced the
old regime in the respective offices of Receiver-General
in the Finance Department, and lady-in-waiting to Marie
Antoinette. They had experienced tragedy under the
Terror, for, although M. Auguie just managed to escape
the guillotine, his wife, in a fit of distraction brought
about by news of the Queen's fate, had dashed herself
to death from a window.
Mademoiselle Aglae had come to swell Josephine's
train by reason of a schoolgirl friendship contracted with
her daughter Hortense; while normally she and her father,
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